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One 


"God, it gets hot here," he said, squinting his eyes up at the sun We were on the roof of our apartment 
building, and | had my shirt off, wrapped around my waist, and | strummed a few notes on my guitar. 


"Yeah, it's a desert. And you're a redhead," | laughed at him. He scowled back at me. I'd heard him sing, it 
sounded like banshees, that was an Irish thing, wasn't it? It sounded like two voices at once, some kind of trick. 
| heard a tape of him singing before | heard the real thing, and | thought it was doctored up somehow. 

"We could open up for The Rolling Stones someday," he said, and this level of ambition seemed ridiculous to me. 
"Yeah, sure," | said, reaching out to touch his hair, agreeing just to agree. 


"You don't think so?" he said, leaning up on one elbow and fixing me with his stare. 


"Yeah, no, | agree. Open up for The Rolling Stones, it seems like a good idea," | trailed my fingers across his 
shoulders, down his back. He closed his eyes and smiled. 


"Then maybe we could play for the Queen of England, I'm half British, you know," 


"Fuck you," he said softly, his eyes still closed. | set my guitar aside, leaned toward him, kissed his lips. He 
leaned in towards me, opened his mouth, snaked his tongue against mine. | ran my fingers through his greasy 


long red hair. 


The club was small and smoky and the conversations filled it like something you could see. | just played the 
notes one by one. Under my thick black curls | watched Axl gripping the microphone stand, each finger had a 
cheap costume ring on it, and the stones flashed under the spotlight. Sometimes he squeezed his eyes shut 


when he sang, and | liked that, for some reason. 


Afterward, in the narrow hallway that lead to the bathrooms, | trapped him against the wall. His body was slick 
with sweat, his hair wet and lank over the bandana. He was still hyped up from the show, and | could 
practically feel his heart beating against me. 


"Hey," | said, my voice low, and | leaned into him. 
"You were amazing," | said, holding his wrists in my hands, pinning him up against the wall. 


| was always watching him like a cat perched in the corner of the room. His eyes didn't always look the same 
color, sometimes they looked green, sometimes blue. I'd never been attracted to a guy before | met him. | just 


wanted him, it was reasonless. What could | do? 


Hot midday sun, the sky was a relentless blue. The smell of the dough and the donuts was overwhelming, and 
my stomach felt so shriveled, like it was trying to eat itself. Axl's jeans were starting to hang off his hips and 
his cheeks looked a little hollow, and | could see the dark circles under his eyes. 


The dumpster reeked of rotting food, but the day old donuts were protected in a nice box, and Axl reached in 
and took the box out, brushed the coffee grounds and the wrappers off of it. He grinned at me, his stained 


teeth showing in the glare of the sun. Those stained teeth were his only imperfection 


"Here," he said, opening the box and handing me one, and | sunk my teeth into it, and it was so sweet. Nothing 


had ever tasted as good. 


I'd been drinking all day, and now | could hardly see. The world felt like a huge ship, and | kept pitching sideways. 


"Jesus, Slash, are you going to pass out or what?" | heard Axl speaking but | couldn't see him, everything was 
black. | tried to remember where we were. Had we just played a show? Were we at home in our very own 
bedroom and | could just fall on the mattress and sleep this off? Were we leaving a bar and out on the street 
and if Axl left me l'd be lost, just a drunk sleeping on the side of the road? 


"Axl." My voice was creaky, a rusty hinge. 


"Cmon," he said from the blackness, and | felt his arm go around me, making me feel safe, and | leaned against 
him. 


It was late and the darkness pressed against the curtain-less windows. | sipped from a Jack Daniels bottle. Axl 
had just shot up, and his belt, used as a makeshift tourniquet, was next to him on the bed. He was stretched 
out and comfortable, wearing only softly faded jeans, his eyes half shut, his pupils pinpoints. In the dim light of 


the room his eyes looked sea green 


| stepped toward him, sipping slowly from my bottle, and he turned his head at the sound of my approach, a 
half smile on his face. 


"Slash," he said, my name all stretched out, his voice deep, deep. His voice pulled on something in me, making 
my stomach twist. 


"Axl," | said, setting the bottle of Jack down on the floor, and it tipped over. It was nearly empty anyway. | 
climbed up on the bed and he didn't move. | leaned my head against his chest and tugged on his silver nipple 
ring with my teeth. He closed his eyes and made a soft moan of pleasure. | traced the tattoo on his bicep with 
my finger. 


"Hey, you look high," | said quietly, smiling. He was so agreeable when he was on a narcotic. He smiled and 
nodded at me. 


"Hmmmmm, yeah," he said, and | straddled him, feeling the button of his jeans against me, and | leaned in and 


kissed him, feeling the edge of his teeth and his tongue with my tongue. 


"| love you," | whispered, trailing my fingers down his chest and stomach to the button on his jeans and | 
twisted it open, and then | snaked down the zipper of his jeans. 


Two 


| hadn't seen him for days. It made me feel edgy. | went to the clubs and the bars we hung out at, he wasn't 
there. | drank my jack and coke and kept one eye on the door, feeling the lift in my chest every time someone 
came in, and then their features rearranged themselves into someone else, and | drank the rest of the drink, 


leaving the ice to clink together and melt, leaving no trace of itself. 


Even at the gigs he wasn't there, and Izzy and Duff sighed and took up the vocal duties, balancing their 
instrument playing with the song lyrics, and it was okay. Still, | felt the edginess creeping into my fingertips. 


Smoked filled rooms, the smoke crawling up toward the ceiling, and | added my own, taking the desperate puffs 
off the cigarette, just one and then another, and another, until the pack was gone and my mouth tasted like 
ashes. Outside under the crystal clear blue sky, the sun beating down, the smog all blown away, | stared into 
the white blue sky searching for him. 


| stared down neon lit streets at night, wanting to see that glimpse of his long, shiny red hair, that scowl on 
his face, the blue/green of his eyes. | wanted to see the faded white strings of denim in his old worn jacket, | 
wanted to see the cheap costume rings on every finger, the way his nails were long, the white edge visible 


above the tips of his fingers. Axl. Fuck. Where were you? 


| made my way to the apartment of the latest girl | half thought he was seeing, and she puckered up her lips 
at her mirror and added a coat of lip gloss, and | slouched in her metal kitchen chair, the heels of my boots 


resting on the worn yellow linoleum. 


"Is Axl here?" | said, pulling a cigarette from my pack, feeling the rolled up smoothness of it. | lit it and pulled 


in a drag and let it out slow. 


"Yeah, Axl, he's here. He's all depressed, been sleeping for days," she said, and there was something about the 
whiny quality of her voice that | didn't like. Her hair was brown with a strange coating of blond. | could see her 
bra straps under her shirt. 


He was here, | felt relief spreading through my limbs. | stood up, crushed out my cigarette in the ashtray, and 
headed to the bedroom that was just off the kitchen. | pushed the door open and saw him on the bed, he was 
on his side, curled away from me. | could see his backbone through his thin T-shirt, the messy tousle of his 


red hair, the color stark and bright even in the dim light of the bedroom. 

"Hey," | said. He didn't move. Maybe he was asleep and couldn't hear me, maybe he was ignoring me. | crawled 
up on the bed, hearing it creak and dip under my weight. | touched his back, feeling the bones of his ribs, the 
jutting bones of his spine. 


He moaned and stirred, pulled his knees up to his chest. 


"Axl," | said, my voice low by his ear. He shook his head. 


"C'mon, hey," | said, turning him toward me. His eyes were closed, his gold lashes resting against his high, 
hollow cheekbones. God, he was beautiful. His skin was so pale, porcelain, translucent. His hair was as red as 


blood against it. 


‘Leave me alone, Slash," he said, eyes still closed. | didn't like being shut out. This depression of his was like a 
person getting between us. | wanted to push them away. 


| kissed his cheek, wondering what he'd do, pull away, yell at me. He didn't do anything, just stayed still, so | 
kissed him again, on the lips this time, and he let me but he didn't respond. His eyes were closed. | traced the 
bridge of his nose with my index finger. He didn't move, laid still. 


"Axl," | said, resting my head on his chest, listening to the sounds of his heart. | could feel him breathing. Then 
| felt his hand on my head, his fingers touching my scalp, delicately moving down to the base of my skull. 


| sat up, and he was looking at me, then beyond me to the far wall 


"IFs okay," | said, not sure what | was talking about, not sure if anything was okay. But at least his eyes were 
open. | climbed up on him, straddling his hips, and | leaned in and kissed him. He opened his mouth and | flicked 
at his tongue with my tongue, and | groped for his wrists with my eyes shut and pinned them to the soft 
mattress above his head. He didn't struggle, his wrists still in my grasp. 


